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*"THE  AMERICAN  FLAG" 


■■■^ODAY  we  have  met  to  manifest  the  fealty  which  we 
owe  our  country.  It  may  be  urged  that  the  real  test 
—J  °f  our  patriotism  does  not  consist  in  external  dis- 
Jjggyi  play,  but  in  unflinching  adherence  to  the  principles 
"™^  which  motived  the  actions  of  the  great  men  of  this 
llllJll  country.  True,  my  friends,  patriotism  does  not  con- 
jfflPj  sist  in  the  inauguration  of  great  pageants,  nor  in 
«™™l  the  tuneful  expression  of  loyalty  to  the  land  of  our 
birth.  In  so  far,  however,  as  an  external  expression  of  patriot- 
ism is  a  reflection  of  heartfelt  devotion  to  country,  it  is  a  noble 
and  commendable  thing.  In  the  realization  of  this  truth,  flag 
day  had  its  inception.  It  is  therefore  well  to  take  this  occasion 
to  pledge  our  loyalty  to  our  flag  and  to  the  principles  for  which 
it  stands. 

Flag-Day  has  in  no  wise  dwindled  in  significance  by  reason 
of  the  cessation  of  hostilities.  The  disbanding  of  our  armies, 
the  conversion  of  cannon  into  ploughshares  and  the  general  re- 
turn of  this  country  to  a  peace  basis  has  in  no  wise  minimized  the 
importance  of  flag-day.  When  the  burning  tide  of  patriotic 
fervor  was  flooding  the  country  from  one  end  to  the  other 
during  the  late  war,  flag-day  was  an  occasion  peculiarly  ex- 
pressive of  our  loyalty  to  country.  Then  the  message  which 
it  held  for  us  was  something  vitally  concrete.  It  had  a  definite 
meaning  for  each  and  every  one  of  us.    Our  patriotism  had  at- 


♦Speech  delivered  at  Flag-Day  Celebration. 
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tained  the  level  of  heroism.  It  was  a  time  of  action,  not  of 
anticipation.  Today,  flag-day  still  has  a  message  for  us,  per- 
haps not  so  definite  in  its  application,  but  still  a  message.  Today 
the  nation  does  not  resound  with  the  blare  of  the  battle  trumpet 
nor  the  tread  of  marching  men,  yet  the  spirit  which  sent  those 
men  to  battle,  the  spirit  that  showed  itself  in  the  battlefields  of 
76  and  '61,  the  spirit  that  has  given  us  the  moral  leadership  of 
the  world,  still  lives.  That  it  must  continue  to  live  is  the  message 
which  flag-day  holds  for  every  American.  When  we  pledge 
allegiance  to  the  flag  and  to  the  principles  for  which  it  stands, 
we  are  pledging  ourselves  to  see  to  it  that  that  spirit  shall  live. 
The  task  of  keeping  it  alive  is  a  sacred  trust,  a  responsibility 
which  we  may  not  shirk. 

As  the  symbol  of  our  ideals,  our  principles  and  our  insti- 
tutions the  flag  challenges  the  patriotism  of  every  true  American. 
It  is  the  flag  of  our  forefathers.  It  is  the  flag  that  floated  over 
Bunker  Hill,  Gettysburg,  the  Argonne,  Chateau  Thierry.  When 
we  look  upon  its  stripes  of  white  and  red,  when  we  contemplate 
its  starry  field,  we  must  be  conscious  of  all  it  signifies.  To  us 
the  Star-Spangled  Banner  means  liberty,  freedom,  justice.  It 
is  a  representation  of  a  people's  struggle  for  independence,  of 
a  nation's  progress  in  the  face  of  hostility,  of  a  republic's 
emergence  as  the  greatest  country  on  the  face  of  the  globe.  The 
Stars  and  Stripes  represents  and  expresses  the  spirit  of  America. 

In  the  past  our  standing  was  the  result  of  devotion  to  that 
flag.  Our  greatness  in  the  future  will  be  dependent  upon  the 
continuance  of  that  devotion.  In  the  past  our  forefathers,  en- 
thused with  the  spirit  of  old-fashioned  Americanism,  founded 
and  erected  a  government  which  has  proved  itself  the  pride  of 
the  whole  world.  In  the  international  crisis  of  a  few  years  ago, 
it  was  the  central  stalk  of  human  liberty.  It  is  today  the  moral 
guardian  of  the  destiny  of  the  peoples  throughout  the  world. 
This  is  the  priceless  heritage  bequeathed  to  us  by  those  who  have 
gone  before.  They  gave  their  lives  that  this  nation  might 
endure.    Shall  we  fail  to  carry  on  the  good  work  so  nobly  begun? 
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They  hewed  out  of  the  wilderness  of  a  new  world  that  which  is 
the  envy  of  mankind.  Shall  we  not  perfect  their  work,  or  at  least 
preserve  it!  They  reared  a  monumental  structure  of  govern- 
ment that  looms  large  among  the  family  of  nations;  a  monu- 
ment that  is  indeed  a  fitting  memorial  to  the  magnanimity  of 
our  forefathers.  Shall  we  in  any  way  pall  the  greatness  of 
that  memorial  day  by  failing  to  appreciate  their  sacrifices  or 
by  refusing  to  imitate  them!  On  this  occasion,  America  declares 
to  the  world  that  the  principles  which  actuated  the  deeds  of 
Washington,  Jefferson,  Lincoln  and  their  noble  contemporaries 
<are  to  be  the  principles  to  which  America  shall  adhere  in  the 
future;  that  their  ideals  are  our  ideals;  that  their  greatness 
shall  be  deemed  the  greatest  treasure  of  which  American  history 
can  boast ;  that  the  destiny  of  America  shall  be  a  replica  of  its 
past  history  in  so  far  as  fidelity  to  old-fashioned  American 
principles  is  concerned.  The  keynote  of  that  fidelity  is  allegiance 
to  one  flag,  one  country,  one  God. 

As  the  moral  leader  of  the  world,  this  country  in  the  future 
will  have  greater  opportunity  for  the  dissemination  of  the 
principles  for  which  she  stands.  The  entrance  of  America  into 
international  affairs  has  brought  her  into  closer  contact  with 
the  rest  of  the  world.  If  we  are  true  to  the  ideals  which  have 
elevated  us  to  the  pinnacle  which  we  now  occupy  we  shall  be 
an  incalculable  factor  in  the  spread  of  true  notions  of  right 
government.  If  we  fail  we  shall  prove  a  force  working  for  the 
spread  of  evil.  World  conditions  have  made  America  the  leader 
among  the  nations.  The  success  of  her  leadership  will  ultimately 
depend  upon  our  adherence  to  old-fashioned  Americanism. 

May  the  ideals  of  our  forefathers  live  long  in  our  hearts  and 
in  the  hearts  of  our  fellow-countrymen.  The  preservation  of 
these  principles  in  the  past  has  given  us  our  institutions,  our 
government,  our  commonwealth.  They  have  welded  us  into  a 
nation, — one  and  indivisible.  They  have  been  determinants  in 
this  country's  resolve  to  champion  the  cause  of  human  liberty 
wherever  that  liberty  is  jeopardized.    They  have  caused  America 
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to  stand  out  as  the  Bayard  among  the  nations, — "Without  fear 
and  without  reproach. ' '  They  are  the  ideals  which  are  symbol- 
ized by  the  Stars  and  Stripes.  May  the  Star  Spangled  Banner 
continue  to  be,  as  it  has  been  in  the  past,  the  symbol  of  fair 
play,  for  all,  forever : — 

"Here's  to  the  Bed  of  it, 

There's  not  a  thread  of  it, 
No,  nor  a  shred  of  it, 

From  foot  to  head, 
But  heroes  bled  for  it, 
Faced  steel  and  lead  for  it, 
Precious  blood  shed  for  it, 

Bathing  it  red." 

"Here's  to  the  White  of  it, 

Thrilled  by  the  sight  of  it, 

Who  knows  the  right  of  it, 

But  feels  the  might  of  it, 
*         Through  day  and  night. 

Womanhood's  care  for  it 

Made  manhood  dare  for  it, 

Purity's  prayer  for  it, 
Keeps  it  so  white." 

1  i  Here 's  to  the  Blue  of  it, 
Heavenly  view  of  it, 
Star-Spangled  hue  of  it, 
Honesty's  due  of  it, 

Constant  and  true. 
Here's  to  the  whole  of  it, 
Stars,  Stripes,  and  Pole  of  if, 
Here's  to  the  soul  of  it, 

Red,  white,  and  blue. ' ' 

— Brendan  Brown. 
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*The    Flag    of    Freemen 


Symbol  of  peace  and  power,  fair  flag,  all  hail ! 

To  thee  we  sons  of  freemen  pledge  anew 
Our  fealty,  as  beneath  thy  star  crowned  folds 

T\"e  stand  in  serried  ranks  on  Creighton  hill 
Inspired  by  love  to  pay  our  homage  meet. 

Today  throughout  the  land  thy  stalwart  sons 
As  keenly  true  as  they  who  braved  the  foe 

By  Concord  bridge,  salute  thy  stripes  and  stars— 
Their  flag, — the  emblem  bright  to  them  bequeathed 

By  gallant  men  who  held  as  dear  as  life 
Man's  right  to  live  as  freemen.    Heirs  are  we 

Of  men, — men  who  by  Valley  Forge  undaunted 
Stood  supreme  at  Yorktown.  victors  crowned. 

What  they  through  crises  dread  unsullied  kept. 
Passed  on  to  us  unmarred.    In  freedom's  cause 

Our  nation's  glorious  ensign  led  her  hosts 
Abroad  to  fend  the  weak  and  right  the  wrong. 

On  foreign  shores  they  bled  that  subject  race 
Might  know  the  light  which  Freedom's  banner  sheds- 

The  Great  Tradition  which  the  noble  men 
TTho  made  and  loved  the  flag  had  left  to  as. 

In  peace  the  flag  of  freedom  waves  today ; 
The  sword  is  laid  away,  the  cannon's  brazen  voice 

Is  hushed,  while  we  from  stern  pursuit  of  war 
Eeturned,  our  hands  to  gentler  tasks  devote. 

In  memory,  then,  of  those  brave  men  who  died 
That  we  might  know  and  prize  the  blessed  state 

Which  they,  our  sires,  had  held  a  sacred  trust. 
In  thanks  to  God  who  has  preserved  our  fame 

Intact,  with  grateful  hearts  we  hail  our  flag-. 


*Read  at  Flag-Day  Celebration. 
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Fair  guardian  of  liberty,  bright  beacon  of  the  right, 
Fling  far  thy  folds ;  show  unto  all  the.  goal 

For  which  God  planned  this  teeming  western  world,. 
That  men  oppressed,  down  trod  in  every  race 

May  here  a  home  with  peace  and  freedom  find. 

Long  may  our  flag  effulgent  gleam,  its  stars 
Light  up  the  depths  of  darksome  human  woe ; 

Afloat  on  myriad  ships,  proclaim  a  land 
Where  freedom  rules,  where  justice  is  for  all. 

The  task  is  ours  to  bear  its  splendors  on 
By  holding  firm  to  what  our  emblem  means, 

And  keep  its  spotless  glory  ever  bright. 
All  hail,  fair  flag,  our  pledge  of  peace  and  right, 
All  hail,  fair  flag,  all  hail,  triumphant,  hail ! 

— Ralph  Kharas, 


THE     CREIGHTON    CHRONICLE  381 


HANK'S  HUNT 


|ELLO,  stranger/' 
"Howdy!" 

'  'Been  any  huntin'  around  here  lately ?" 
"Humph!  hasn't  heen  any  since  the  time  Hank 
made  the  cleanin'  down  on  the  bottoms." 
"How  was  that?" 

The  old  timer  leaned  back  slowly  and  deliberate- 
ly, lighted  his  cob  pipe,  inhaled  two  or  three  long 
puffs,  hooked  his  thumbs  in  the  sleeve  holes  of  his  vest,  gave  all 
other  warnings  of  a  long  story  and  began. 

"It  was  a  kind  o'  queer  deal,  but  all  the  stories  agreed. 
Seems  like  we  was  all  sittin'  around  one  night  conversin'  and 
somebody  remarked,  in  a  kind  of  a  casual  way,  it  would  be  a 
nice  night  to  hunt  snipes.  And  Hank  squeeks  out,  'What  d'ye 
mean  snipes?    Never  heard  of  'em.' 

"Well,  Si  and  Pegleg  was  sittin'  there  gassin'  each  other; 
and  Si  and  Pegleg  are  a  pair. 

"  'Kind  o'  cold  to  hunt  'em  aint  it  Peg?'  Si  says  who  was 
an  authority  on  the  subject. 

"Well,  they  talked  around  on  the  subject  for  a  spell  and 
Hank  seemed  to  be  in  for  it  clean  up  to  his  neck,  and  his  head  is 
the  smallest  part  of  him.  Finally  he  asked  Si,  he  says,  'Have 
to  be  an  expert  to  hunt  'em,  Si?' 

"  'Well,'  Si  says  disinterested — like,  'you  don't  have  to  be 
a 'expert,  but  experience  counts.'  He  reckoned  Hank  could  hunt 
'em  if  he  wouldn't  do  no  thin'  but  hold  the  sack. 

"  'Well  I  been  huntin'  with  the  Hatig's,'    boasts    Hank, 
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i didn't  get  nothin';  but  I  would  uv  if  old  man  Hatig  hadn't  a 
took  the  firin'  pin  out  o'  my  gun.' 

'  '  So  the  gang  went  over  in  the  corner  and  talked  it  around 
a  while.  They  came  to  some  kind  of  a  decision,  elected  Si  as 
spokesman  and  came  back  to  Hank. 

"  'We've  decided  you  could  go,  provided  yu'd  do  just  what 
we  tell  yu'  and  don't  try  anything  but  holdin'  the  sack.' 

"Hank  said  he  would,  but  if  he'd  a  done  all  they  told  him, 
he'd  be  doin'  yet.  As  it  was  he  got  four  sacks  before  he  could 
get  one  that  could  suit  'em  all ;  and  then  ran  all  over  town  tryin ' 
to  get  a  hoop  to  fit  'em.  Well,  sir,  it  was  blisterin'  cold,  and  the 
wind  was  bio  win'  shivers  from  the  north,  the  snow  was  pinchin' 
their  feet  and,  as  Si  remarked,  it  was  a  good  night  to  hunt  snipes. 
But  they  all  went,  the  whole  gang  from  big  Jim  Lubbers  clean 
down  to  Peg  himself,  and  Peg  was  ail  eclipsed  in  a  big  sheep-skin 
coat,  with  his  new  cork-leg  slippin'  out  from  in  under  him  and 
then  back  in  under  him,  and  just  as  they  was  goin'  out  the  door7 
Si  yells  back  that  there 's  a  favorable  temperature  and  they  was 
all  good  hunters  so  they  would  get  a  sack-full,  if  Hank  knew  his 
business. 

"  'Can't  do  any  better  than  the  best  1  can,'  says  Hank,  and 
slammed  the  door.  I  remarked  to  the  storekeeper  that  they 
would  be  some  thin'  come  of  this,  and  went  home. 

"I  was  sittin'  in  the  pool  hall  next  day  and  thought  it  was 
kind  o'  queer  nobody  was  talkin'  about  the  hunt,  when  Hank 
walks  in.  Yu'  could  o'  cut  the  silence  with  an  axe,  and  Hank 
stood  there.  First  he'd  look  at  one  and  then  another,  and  which 
ever  one  he'd  look  at  would  see  a  calendar  or  some  thin'  right  off 
and  get  interested  in  it  all  of  a  sudden.  Well,  sir,  the  situation, 
got  kind  o'  critical-like  and  Peg  asks  him,  did  he  get  any  snipes? 
with  no  more  look  on  his  face  than  a'  Indian  devil-chaser. 

"But  he  might  just  as  well  a  stuck  his  finger  in  a  rattler's 
mouth,  and  asked  him,  could  he  bite?  'Cause  Hank  just  gave  the 
gang  one  more  look  all  over  to  freeze  'em  out  like,  and  walks  over 
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to  Peg.  And  Peg  was  sittin,  there  unconcerned-like  with  his 
legs  crossed,  the  wood'n  one  on  top,  when  Hank  gives  it  a  jerk. 
Well,  sir,  it  pulled  Peg  clean  out  of  his  normal  attitude,  and  the 
gang  rushed  over  and  asked  Hank,  was  he  gettin'  hard! 

"  Just  about  this  stage  of  the  game,  which  nobody  noticed, 
Hank  found  out  he'd  pulled  Peg's  leg  clean  off,  and  I  made  one 
jump  into  a  barrel  that  I  happened  to  shift  over  to  when  I  see 
the  plot  was  thickenin'.  Well,  sir,  I  heard  a  window  crash  oc- 
casionly  when  some  lucky  decided  his  wife  would  be  gettin'  lone- 
some. I  heard  pool-balls  light  that  weren't  rollin',  and  some 
other  slight  shuffles  and  creaks  for  about  fifteen  minutes;  and 
then  it  got  still  except  for  an  occasional  moan  and  somebody 
puffin'  exhausted-like.  So  I  pulled  my  head  out  from  the  bottom 
of  the  barrel  and  lamped  the  panorami  through  a  crack  in  the 
barrel. 

"  There  was  Hank  standin'  in  the  middle  of  a  pile  of  pool- 
cues,  chairs,  and  fixtures  in  general,  inter-woven  with  human 
bein's  like  myself,  only  not  so  comfortable  lookin',  and  Hank 
was  holdin'  Peg's  wooden  leg  with  some  straps  hangin'  on  it,  and 
tappin'  the  pile  at  certain  chosen  places  where  it  seemed  to  move, 
like  he  was  drivin'  stakes. 

"Well,  sir,  yu'  know  when  they  left  the  pool  hall  night 
before,  they  went  to. the  crick  to  a  place  the  snipes  was  thickest, 
and  although  it  was  about  the  coldest,  that 's  where  they  stationed 
Hank.  And  half  the  experts  went  up  the  crick  and  half  went 
down,  to  chase  the  snipes  past  Hank.  And  it  seems  like  Hank 
held  the  sack  'bout  half  an  hour  and  didn't  get  anything.  So 
he  held  it  a  while  longer  and  begun  to  get  lonesome-like,  and 
along  towards  the  wee  hours,  more- so.  Till  'bout  four  when 
the  wind  was  playin'  music  with  his  knee-caps,  accompanied  by 
his  lower  jaw,  and  he  hadn't  ketched  any,  and  none  of  the  ex- 
perts come  back,  Hank  threw  the  sack  down  and  moved  to  a  more 
likeable  climate.  And  I  guess  he  never  ketched  on  till  Peg 
started  the  show  next  day. 

"Does  sound  queer,  don't  it?"  mused  the  stranger. 
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"Well,  sir,  they  hasn't  been  no  snipe-huntin'  round  these 
parts  since.' '  — Vincent  0' Flaherty. 


The   Fishers 

I  sat  in  a  boat  with  a  glistening  reel, 

With  a  linen  line  and  a  rod  of  steel ; 

But  the  farmer's  boy  stood  at  a  ford, 
With  a  willow  branch  and  a  cotton  cord. 

Ah,  thus  to  sit  at  times  and  fish 

Is  the  goal  of  every  sportsman's  wish: 
But  pangs  beat  down  this  jealous  joy, 
As  I  eyed  and  envied  the  farmer's  boy. 

I  shook  my  dowagiac's  hidden  hooks, 
And  thought  of  the  lore  of  anglers '  books ; 
He  baited  a  pin  with  his  wormy  stock, 
And  doubtless  thought  of  the  Jabberwock. 

My  line  went  flying  o'er  the  lake 

Like  a  shooting  meteor's  silver  wake ; 
But  his — I  know  he  saw  on  it 
The  wings  of  a  thousand  fairies  flit. 

And  as  I  hauled  a  fighting  bass, 

I  swore,  "Five  pounds!"  Flesh-pots!  Poor  ass! 

The  scrubby  "cat"  that  the  youngster  pegs 

Is  a  finny  goose  with  golden  eggs. 

Plus  fifteen  pounds  I  made  for  town ; 
I  tried  to  laugh  my  rival  down : 

But,  oh,  his  mess !  My  blood  ran  cold — 

A  pirate's  treasure-chest  of  gold. 

Oh,  high  romance  of  the  farmer  boy ! 
Give  me  his  pole,  his  line,  his  joy, 

His  over-alls,  bare-feet  and  that, 

And  I'll  carry  his  dreams  in  my  old  straw  hat. 

— Rusticus. 
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ABE  RUTH  holds  the  world's  home-run  record.  Hence, 
15  I  if  you  want  to  know  whether  Newton's  or  Einstein's 
theory  is  correct,  ask  Babe.  Barnum  was  the  world's 
greatest  circus  manager.  If  you  want  to  know  why 
Eaphael  painted  and  how  Mozart  composed,  read 
P.  T.  's  biography.  Doug  Fairbanks  is  a  movie  star. 
If  you  want  to  know  the  moon's  orbit,  ask  Doug. 
Oliver  Lodge  is  a  great  physicist.  Hence  if  you 
want  to  know  what  Napoleon's  spook  looks  like,  ask  Oliver. 
Edison  is  America's  wizard  electrician  and  if  you  want  a  good 
explanation  of  life,  who  is  a  better  authority  than  Thomas  A.? 
The  Socratic  irony  is  plain :  too  many  men  are  wise  fools  only 
because  they  don't  know. 

The  May  Cosmopolitan  prints  an  authorized  interview  with 
Thomas  A.  Edison,  which  introduces  a  vast  array  of  twaddle 
with  its  daring  statement:  "I  believe  all  the  old  and  accepted 
theories  of  the  origin  of  life  to  be  fundamentally  wrong. ' '  What 
these  old  and  accepted  theories  are,  Edison  forgets  to  tell  us. 
Neither  does  he  trouble  about  denning  life.  He  starts  out  boldly 
to  show  how  mistaken  we  are  in  thinking  that  man,  animals 
and  plants  are  units  and  individuals,  because  we  say  nothing 
about  their  parts.  He  condemns  us  for  thinking  that  a  man  is 
a  unit  and  tells  us  that  each  man  is  made  up  of  many  individuals 
gathered  in  a  community.  The  unit  may  he  too  small  for  even 
the  microscope  to  see.  We  are  furnished  with  a  picture  and  a 
description  of  an  animal-built  "sea-bush"  to  prove  that  life 
is  merely  the  work  of  an  aggregate  of  units.  Why  confuse  the 
question  by  discussing  unity  and  community  in  place  of  explain- 
ing his  theory  of  life  ?  What  has  this  to  do  with  the  origin  of 
life?     If  the  aggregation  of  units  possesses    life,    it    mu^t  be 
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because  each  microscopic  unit  had  initial  life,  or  because  their 
aggregation  produces  it.  If  the  former,  Edison  should  tell  us 
where  the  life  of  the  microscopic  unit  came  from.  No  sane 
person  will  say  that  aggregation  of  lifeless  units  produces  life. 
An  aggregation  of  paupers  produces  no  millionaires.  A  million 
zeros  never  produced  unit  number. 

The  mystery  of  life,  he  says,  is  no  mystery,  because  man  is 
a  community,  not  a  unit.  The  mystery  of  electric  force,  we  might 
reply,  is  no  mystery,  because  it  is  a  community,  not  a  unit.  Man 
dies,  he  says,  because  the  aggregate  ceases  to  function,  but  life 
does  not  cease  to  exist.  Instead  of  dying,  the  life-units  blithely 
wing  their  way  out  into  the  atmosphere  until  a  temporary  rest- 
ing place  is  located.  Here  they  stay  until  this  aggregate  ceases 
to  function,  and  then  continue  their  aimless  wandering.  Ad- 
mitting his  supposition  that  life-units  forming  man  do  not  die, 
we  still  wish  to  know  where  the  life  of  these  units  came  from.  He 
makes  another  startling  disclosure  by  stating:  "The  theory 
which  generally  maintains  about  the  origin  of  life  seems  to  me 
to  be  unreasonable. ' '  What  theory  does  he  mean?  Why  un- 
reasonable 1 

Before  we  have  had  time  to  recover  breath  and  composure, 
he  tells  us,  with  the  importance  of  one  who  has  just  made  a  great 
discovery  or  solved  another  mystery,  that  "We  can't  get  some 
thing  out  of  nothing.  Life  can't  make  life.  Life  is.  It  is  not 
made."  And  we  insist,  where  does  the  life  that  is,  come  from, 
for  that  is  what  the  interview  avers  to  inform  us.  "Life  is 
not  made,"  he  contends,  yet  later  he  tells  us  that  we  neither 
know  what  the  units  of  life  are,  nor  what  the  requisites  of  their 
existence.  He  thinks  it  probable  that  we  and  life  got 
here  from  some  mysterious  realms  beyond  our  atmosphere.  He 
surmises  that  when  the  earth  cooled  off,  life-units  came  from 
some  other  sphere  or  spheres  more  developed.  We  persist 
in  asking  Mr.  Edison  (for  his  interview  promised  to  tell  us) 
how  and  whence  did  life  on  those  more  highly  developed  spheres 
begin?     The  theory  that  after  reaching  the  earth  these  life- 
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units  (note  again,  Mr.  Edison  never  told  us  how  and  whence 
they  began)  adapted  themselves  to  environment  and  developed 
into  various  species,  Mr.  Edison  thinks,  will  rid  the  world  of 
harmful  superstition  and  bunk.  i '  It  will  bring  order  out  of  the 
chaos  of  much  of  that  puzzlement  which  we  endeavor  to  accept 
as  reasoning  with  regard  to  the  creation  and  the  genesis  of 
man. ' ' 

We  ask  any  candid  reader  of  Mr.  Edison's  interview  wheth- 
er he  was  not  put  into  chaotic  puzzlement  by  trying  to  follow 
the  attempted  argument  of  this  strange  interview.  Is  it  really 
reasonable  to  suppose  that  these  life-units,  after  leaving  man's 
body,  invade  the  privacy  of  a  setting-hen's  nest  and  there  infuse 
life  into  the  eggs  ?  If  this  be  reasonable  it  certainly  is  opportune 
also.  The  whole  argument  reduces  itself  to  this:  When  and 
how  did  the  first  life-unit  of  vegetable,  animal,  or  human  aggre- 
gate or  cell-cummune  begin?  To  say  that  it  came  from  another 
sphere  is  no  answer.  The  orgin  of  the  sphere  and  its  life  need 
explanation.  To  say  they  never  began,  is  to  assume  uncaused 
matter  and  life.  Now,  an  uncaused  being  must  be  infinite  and 
cannot  be  changeable,  evolving  matter  and  life.  There  is  no 
rational  explanation  of  life,  therefore,  except  creation  by  an  in- 
finite, self  existing  Being,  whom  we  call  God.  Edison,  like  many 
other  unphilosophical  and  materialistic  scientists,  suffers  from 
theophobia.  Having  incorrect  and  distorted  views  of  the  Su- 
preme Being,  they  try  the  impossible  problem  of  explaining 
matter  and  life  without  an  eternal,  necessary  cause.  To  talk 
oracularly  about  "swarms,"  "cell-communes,"  "aggregates," 
etc.,  is  merely  confusing  or  evading  the  only  point  in  question, 
i.  e.,  whence  and  how  did  the  first  life  or  life-unit  come!  How 
did  it  be^in  ? 


»j 


Edison  graciously  admits  in  his  interview  that  there  is 
i  i  Work  for  a  mathematician  who  is  very  expert  and  also  for  an 
expert  botanist. ' '  Apparently,  he  does  not  intend  to  be  slighted, 
and  unhesitatingly  supposes  that  if  there  be  work  in  this  field 
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for  botanists  and  mathematicians  that  there  surely  is  work  for 
America's  electrical  genius. 

However,  as  he  also  candidly  admits  that  his  immediate 
forefathers  were  monkeys,  and  previous  to  that  his  progenitors 
were  fishes,  we  should  judge  him  leniently  and  merely  remind 
him  that  the  cobbler  should  stick  to  his  last. 

— John  Martens. 


SONNET 

(Written  on  the  night  of  Graduation) 

The  curtain  falls.    Alone  I  sit  in  hours 

Of  calm  perplexity;  lost,  wandering  where 
The  trail  of  college  days  turns  short,  with  fair 

Betidings  to  a  life  beginning.    Flowers 

Which  heav'nly  Patience  strews  in  Learning's  bowers 
Have  lost  for  me  their  sweetest  smelling  air : 
Eoses  of  Faith  and  Hope  I  offer  as  the  prayer 

The  Time  will  quench  the  grief  of  parting  hours. 

Surely  the  mem  'ry  of  this  day  that  ends 

My  feasts  with  thee,  0  Campus  Nymph,  must  last 
However  much  my  future  pathway  bends, 
And  whereso'er  my  dubious  journey  tends, 

Their 's  be  the  balm  of  backward  glances  cast 
Upon  the  happy  days  we  twain  have  passed. 

—B.  B.  H. 
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RS.  CLARK  had  peculiar  ideas  about  educating  her 
JY|  son.     From  his  infancy   she  had  just  known  that 

Reginald  would  one  day  become  a  great  man.  And 
accordingly  she  had  sought  to  lay  a  firm  foundation 
on  which  his  future  greatness  might  rest,  by  in- 
stilling into  his  timid  young  soul  very  precise  con- 
cepts of  "how  to  behave  in  company." 
Reginald's  papa  had  different  ideas.  He  didn't  say 
much,  but  he  saw  a  lot  and  thought  a  lot,  and  waited.  Owing 
to  the  natural  trend  of  circumstances,  and  his  dislike  of  hurting 
his  wife's  feelings,  he  had  endured  the  latter 's  methods  of  bring- 
ing up  his  son  until  Reginald  suddenly  blossomed  forth  into  a 
dimpled,  petted,  timid  child  of  twelve  years,  with  dainty  girlish 
mannerisms,  and  an  abundance  of  flowing  locks.  Then  Mr. 
Clark  spoke ;  he  put  his  foot  down. 

"I  am  sick  and  tired  of  the  girlish  ideas  this  boy's  got  in 
his  head,"  he  told  his  wife,  "and  it's  about  time  he  gets  some- 
thing else  into  his  system.  Jackson  Boarding  School  in  Chicago 
opens  next  week.  We  must  send  him  there.  It'll  do  him  good." 
The  Clarks  lived  in  Glassville  twenty  miles  from  Chicago. 
That  was  in  Mrs.  Clark's  head  as  she  pleaded:  "But,  dear,  it 
will  break  my  heart  to  have  him  so  far  away. ' ' 

"Now,  my  dear  wife,"  the  head  of  the  family  expostulated, 
"please  don't  be  foolish.  The  boy  must  be  educated!  Why, 
he 's  a  sissy  compared  to  others  of  his  own  age, ' ' 

It  required  some  time  for  Mr.  Clark  to  convince  his  wife  that 
Reginald's  career  demanded  something  like  the  exposure  had  in 
a  boarding  school.  At  length,  however,  Mrs.  Clark  became  re- 
signed. 

A  week  later  Mr.  Clark  and  Mrs.  Clark  accompanied  Reg- 
inald to  the  station.    Reginald  had  cried  when  his  father  first 
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told  him  that  he  must  go  to  the  boarding  school,  but  at  length 
had  come  to  look  forward  to  the  trip  with  eagerness. 

'  '  Mama, ' '  he  asked,  as  they  awaited  the  coming  of  the  train, 
' '  which  way  does  the  choo-choo  come  from? ' ' 

"It  comes  from  the  West,  dear,  right  around  that  grove  of 
trees  there,' '  Mrs.  Clark  enlightened  him. 

"Is  it  nice  to  ride  on  the  choo-choo,  mama?  "Tears  came 
into  Mrs.  Clark's  eyes. 

' '  Now  darling, ' '  she  soothed,  ' l  will  you  promise  mama  that 
you  will  be  a  good  boy  and  think  of  her  every  day ! ' ' 

"Yes,  mama,  I  promise,' '  and  Reginald  smiled  brightly  into 
his  mother's  face. 

"And  will  you  promise,  dear,  that — " 

"Well  here  comes  the  train,"  Mr.  Clark  cut  in.  "He'll  be 
all  right.    All  ready,  son!" 

"Yes,  papa,  and  I'll  try  to  become  a  real  nice  man,  just  as 
you  want  me  to. ' ' 

"But  Reginald  darling,  do  be  careful  and — "  At  this  point 
Mrs.  Clark's  voice  broke.  "Don't  forget,  pet,"  she  added  brok- 
enly, ' '  how  mama  taught  you  to  fix  your  curls  at  night. ' ' 

"Yes,  mama.  Don't  cry,  I'll  be  good."  And  he  shook  his 
curls  bravely. 

The  train  whistled.  Reginald  was  put  on  board,  and  in  a 
few  minutes,  with  the  town  of  his  life  thus  far  slipping  into  the 
background  Reginald  faced  the  world.  Had  his  mama  foreseen 
the  future,  he  would  no  doubt  still  have  been  helping  her  unravel 
the  yarn  in  Glassville.  But,  alas,  the  trials  that  all  men  destined 
for  greatness  must  endure! 

When  Reginald  arrived  in  Chicago,  he  stopped  eating  the 
doughnut  his  mother  had  given  him,  and  gathering  together 
his  scattered  belongings,  timidly  stepped  from  the  train.  His 
father  had  given  him  very  minute  instructions,  foremost  among 
which  was  that  he  should  tell  his  name  to  the  taxi  driver  who 
would  be  there  waiting  for  him,  and  go  with  him  to  the  school. 
Fearing  to  make  a  mistake  and  thus  to  embarrass  himself  by 
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accosting  the  wrong  chauffeur,  Reginald  told  his  troubles  to  the 
brakeman  .  The  latter  at  length  located  the  probable  car,  and 
together  they  approached  the  driver. 

The  brakeman  grinned  at  the  chauffer.  "Here's  a  young 
man,"  he  said,  "who  is  looking  for  the  taxi  that  is  to  take  him 
to  Jackson's  Boarding  School.  Do  you  think  you  can  help  him 
out  any?" 

"Yes,"  put  in  the  youth,  "please  sir,  my  name  is  Reginald. 
Are  you  the  man  my  papa  said  would  take  me  to  the  school?" 

A  glance  on  the  part  of  the  chauffer  was  enough.  There 
was  no  mistaking  those  curls.  "If  your  name  is  Reginald,"  he 
said,  "you're  in  the  right  place.  Hop  in!"  And  he  winked 
at  the  brakeman. 

The  taxi  had  scarcely  passed  out  of  sight  when  another 
drew  up  to  the  curb,  and  the  driver  stepping  out,  scanned  the 
faces  of  the  passersby  as  if  looking  for  some  one.  Five  minutes 
later  another  train  pulled  in,  and  the  crowd  began  to  surge  along 
the  side  walk.  Among  the  last  few  passengers  to  get  off,  and 
accompanied  by  the  conductor  of  the  train  was  a  youth  of  about 
twelve  years.  He  was  at  the  first  glance  rather  girlish  looking, 
probably  on  account  of  the  curls  that  fell  almost  to  his  shoulders. 

The  chauffer  stepped  up  to  the  conductor.  "Is  this  boy 
Reginald  Clark?"  he  asked  pointing  to  the  youngster.  "I've 
been  sent  to  take  charge  of  a  young  man  by  that  name. ' ' 

"That's  your  name  isn't  it,  boy?"  asked  the  conductor. 

The  youth  blinked  his  eyes,  and  nodded  his  head  in  assent. 

"Well  then,  Reginald,  jump  in.  I've  been  sent  to  take  you 
out  to  school."  Then  to  the  conductor,  "I'll  see  that  he  gets 
there  all  right."    The  car  drove  off. 

The  week  that  followed  the  departure  of  Reginald  from  his 
home  in  Glassville  to  become  a  student  at  Jackson  Boarding 
School  in  Chicago  was  a  miserable  one  for  Mrs.  Clark.  She  went 
to  his  room  three  times  every  day;  she  looked  at  his  vacant  place 
at  the  table  during  the  whole  of  every  meal;  and  she  continually 
expected  to  see  her  darling  enter  the  door,  shake  his  wavy  locks, 
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and  ran  to  her  arms.  Finally,  Mr.  Clark  could  endure  his 
wife's  misery  no  longer. 

' '  Suppose,  dear,  that  you  go  to  Chicago  for  a  day  or  two  and 
see  how  Reginald  is  making  out.  It  is  only  a  short  trip  and  I 
am  sure  it  will  do  you  good." 

' 'Oh,  dear,  that's  just  what  I've  been  thinking  about.  How 
do  we  know  whether  they  are  treating  him  properly  or  not; 
the  poor  little  dear." 

It  was  five  o'clock  in  the  evening  of  the  following  day,  that 
Mrs.  Clark  was  ushered  into  the  parlor  of  Jackson  Boarding 
School,  and  a  serious  looking  young  professor,  with  a  somewhat 
puzzled  expression  on  his  countenance,  said  that  "he  would 
endeavor"  to  find  her  son. 

The  professor  started  down  the  hall  and  went  out  into  the 
playground,  expecting  to  find  Reginald  there.  Mrs.  Clark  folded 
her  hands  and  made  an  attempt  at  self  composure.  A  few 
minutes  passed.  Then  suddenly  she  heard  a  scuffle  in  the  next 
room,  and  a  high  pitched  scream  remarkably  like  the  voice  of 
her  son  reached  her  ears.  She  hurried  out  of  the  parlor  and 
ran  to  the  next  room. 

"If  anyone  lets  his  hands  down,  he  gets  this  egg  in  the 
head,"  came  a  warning  yell  through  the  transom.  Mrs.  Clark 
flung  open  the  door.  There  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  room 
stood  Beginald,  breathing  heavily,  his  curls  dishevelled,  his 
face  defiant,  with  an  egg  held  high  in  the  air.  The  room  was 
filled  with  boys  who  crowded  about  him  with  their  hands 
stretched  above  their  heads.  One  of  the  windows  was  broken. 
The  situation  was  tense. 

Mrs.  Clark  uttered  a  cry  and  rushed  up  to  embrace  her  pet. 
"Reginald  darling,  what  have  they  been  doing  to  you?  Have 
they  been — " 

"Back  lady!"  the  boy  yelled,  "you  ain't  my  mama.  Don't 
come  a  step  nearer. ' '    He  held  the  egg  higher. 

At  that  moment  the  serious  looking  professor  entered.  He 
took  in  the  situation  at  a  glance.     "Reginald,"  he  commanded 
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sternly,  "throw  that  egg  out  the  window,  and  come  here.  Don't 
you  see  your  mother  has  come  to  see  you.    Shame  on  you ! ' ' 

Reginald  threw  the  egg  out  the  window  disgustedly.  Then 
he  remarked,  "Ah  ,she  aint  my  mother.  Wha'd  she  have  to 
spoil  the  fun  for?"  The  relief  on  the  face  of  the  boys  in  the 
room  indicated  plainly  how  much  fun  they  had  been  having. 

Mrs.  Clark  came  nearer  and  looked  closely  at  the  youngster. 
"Why,"  she  gasped,  "this  is  not  my  Reginald.    Where  is  he?" 

"Why,  Mrs.  Clark,"  the  professor  remonstrated,  "that 
is  the  only  boy  we  have  here  by  the  name  of  Reginald,  and  he 
answers  the  description  given  us  by  Mr.  Clark  in  his  letter." 

At  this  Mrs.  Clark  gave  way  to  tears. 

"I  assure  you  Madam,  there  must  be  some  mistake,"  he 
went  on.  But  come,  let  us  go  into  the  office  .  .  .  Reginald  you 
go  up  to  your  room  immediately,  and  do  no  leave  it  until  I  see 
you  there  later." 

A  chuckle  arose  from  the  other  boys,  and  Reginald  sullenly 
left  for  his  room.  They  were  to  have  had  eggs  for  breakfast 
that  morning,  but  the  cook  had  complained  that  two  dozen  had 
been  stolen  from  the  pantry,  so  they  went  without  them  at  break- 
fast. Reginald  had  given  them  the  eggs  in  the  afternoon;  but 
his  future  at  that  moment  presented  a  dismal  outlook. 

"I  will  call  your  husband  on  long  distance."  the  professor 
went  on,  and  explain  the  circumstances  to  him.  There  goes  the 
phone  now.  Have  a  chair  there,  Mrs.  Clark.  Hello,  vice  presi- 
dent's office.  .  .  .  Yes.  .  .  .  The  Benson  Preparatory  School 
talking?  .  .  .  You  ask  have  we  a  boy  named  Reginald  Clark 
Jones  here?  .  .  .  Say,  wait  just  a  minute.  .  .  .  What,  you  say 
you  have  a  boy  there  named  Reginald  Clark?  .  .  .  Hold  the  wire 
just  a  minute,  please." 

"Madam,  I  am  beginning  to  see  light  in  this  affair.  I  think 
we  had  better  go  over  to  Benson.  It  is  just  a  half  hour's  ride 
on  the  street — " 

Mrs.  Clark  closed  her  eyes.  "Oh,"  she  moaned,  "this  is 
terrible. ' ' 
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An  hour  later,  the  professor  introduced  Mrs.  Clark  and 
Eeginald  Clark  Jones  to  the  President  of  the  Preparatory 
School,  and  Reginald  No.  1  was  sent  for.  Meanwhile  the  Presi- 
dent questioned  the  youthful  Jones. 

"How  did  you  come  to  be  over  at  the  Boarding  School, 
when  you  knew  that  you  had  been  sent  here!,, 

"Well,,,  he  replied  fumbling  with  his  cap,  "I  dunno.  The 
guy  what  drives  the  bus  comes  up  to  me  and  the  conductor  when 
we  got  off  the  train  and  asks  if  my  name  is  Eeginald  Clark.  I 
nods  my  head  because  that's  what  they  call  me.  1  supposed  he'd 
forgot  all  about  the  Jones  part  of  it.  He  says  I  should  hop  in 
his  bus;  so  I  did." 

At  this  point,  Eeginald  Clark  made  his  appearance  at  the 
door.    Mrs.  Clark  rushed  forward. 

'  *  Oh,  my  dear  boy ! ' '  she  cried.  Then,  giving  an  exclamation 
of  dismay,  she  burst  into  tears.  "Oh,  my  darling  pet,  why  did 
you  let  them  do  it ! ' '  Eeginald  had  been  given  a  real  hair  cut. 

"Oh,  mama,"  he  exclaimed,  "I  like  it;  only,"  he  added, 
"they  were  very  strict  with  me  until  I  told  them  that  I  was 
from  Glassville. 

That  night  Eeginald  and  his  mother  stayed  in  a  down  town 
hotel.  The  next  day,  after  much  protest  on  the  part  of  the  pro- 
fessor, that  the  boy  would  receive  good  care  at  the  Boarding 
School,  Mr.  Clark  was  called  on  long  distance.  After  hearing 
of  the  mixup,  he  insisted  that  Eeginald  go  on  out  to  the  school 
and  try  it.  He  did,  and  Mrs.  Clark  returned  home  a  few  days- 
later. 

Eeginald  Clark  Jones,  however,  refused  to  leave  the  Jackson 
School.  He  liked  it,  he  said.  His  parents  were  sent  for,  and 
after  visiting  the  school,  he  was  allowed  to  remain  there. 

"I  really  believe,  John,"  remarked  Mrs.  Jones  to  her  hus- 
band that  the  discipline  at  Jackson  will  help  to  correct  Eeginald 's 
rough  manners. 

-Jr  w  w  Tt*  -n* 

A  month  later  two  boys  sat  on  the  steps  of  the  gymnasium 
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at  the  Jackson  Boarding    School,     enthusiastically    munching 
candy. 

"Jonesie,"  remarked  one,  "you  really  do  look  much  more 
handsome  without  your  curls. " 

"Ah,  fergit  it,  Clark.    Let's  go  down  to  the  pond  an  get  in  a 
swim  before  chow." 

—GERALD  H.  FITZGIBBON. 


Thorns 

She  plucked  a  crimson,  dew-kissed  rose 

One  happy  summer's  morn; 
Nor  did  its  beauty  then  disclose 

The  sharp  and  bitter  thorn. 

Warmly  he  took  her  tender  hand, 

And  gayly  she  said  adieu ; 
No  trace  of  sorrow  could  he  see 

In  those  clear  eyes  of  blue. 

A  bithesome  smile,  a  cheery  word 

Gives  sign  of  peace  content ; 
But  oh !  how  often  do  they  veil 

A  heart  that's  sadly  rent. 

— Julius  J.  Berger 
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The  time  of  vacation  brings  with 
EYES  OF  THE  WORLD,  it  a  certain  freedom  from  the  re- 
straint of  college  life,  from  the 
humdrum  activity  of  the  classroom  and  the  rigid  rule  of  school 
authorities.  And  how  we  glory  in  this  freedom !  Yet  we  really 
are  not  free.  When  we  scatter  to  the  four  winds  and  re-enter 
the  circles  from  which  we  parted  at  the  opening  of  the  school 
year,  we  go  back  as  Creighton  students.  There  is  still  a  con- 
nection between  the  school  and  ourselves.  That  invisible  bond 
cannot  be  shaken  off.  We  are  ineffaceably  marked  as  Creigh- 
ton scholars,  and  wherever  we  go  we  shall  be  pointed  out  as  such. 
Our  conduct  will  be  watched  and  much  will  be  expected  of  us 
who  have  been  nurtured  and  taught  by  eminent  scholars  and 
professors. 

With  this  in  view,  it  is  incumbent  on  us  so  to  regulate  our 
conduct  that  it  will  always  reflect  credit  upon  the  institution  of 
which  we  are  a  part.  We  owe  it  to  Creighton  University;  for 
only  by  the  character  of  its  sons  can  the  character  of  the  insti- 
tution be  judged.  Our  conduct  may  be  either  the  cause  of  the 
swelling  of  its  enrollment  in  the  fall  and  the  growth  of  its  friends, 
or  it  may  be  the  source  of  its  defamation  and  the  dwindling  in 
the  numbers  of  those  men  in  whom  rests  a  high  regard  for  the 
name  and  the  fame  of  Creighton.    The  making  or  the  breaking 
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of  the  school  lies  with  us.  It  behooves  us,  then,  to  look  to  our- 
selves and  keep  in  mind  that  attachment  with  Creighton  Uni- 
versity by  which  we  are  identified  among  men. 

But  our  work  should  be  of  a  positive  character  rather  than 
of  a  negative  character.  We  are  all  proud  of  our  University, 
and  taking  such  a  just  pride  in  it,  we  should  not  hesitate  to 
spread  its  fame  and  its  name  wherever  we  go.  If  we  do  that, 
we  at  least  reflect  credit  upon  ourselves,  who  are  members  of 
this  institution.  But  Ave  do  more  than  that.  We  are  bringing  its 
history  and  the  glory  of  its  work  to  other  fields,  renewing  it 
in  the  minds  of  some  and  confirming  it  in  the  minds  of  others. 
That  is  the  least  we  can  do  in  gratitude  to  our  benefactors  and 
the  school  which  they  founded,  and  particularly  to  those  self- 
scarificing  men  who  have  devoted  their  lives  to  the  betterment 
and  the  education  of  Catholic  and  non-Catholic  young  men.  Go 
out,  then,  like  the  Apostles  of  old,  and  spread  the  name  and  the 
fame  of  Creighton. 


Another  school  year  has  passed  and  an- 
A  REAL  EXAM,     other  period  of  reckoning  has  been  survived. 

The  last  days  of  the  school  year  are  usually 
made  unpleasant  for  the  average  student  by  the  imposition 
of  a  deciding  examination.  But  while  failure  or  success  in  pass- 
ing an  examination  may  decide  the  future  course  of  a  student, 
this  time  of  the  year  should  also  be  a  period  of  retrospection. 
Then  it  is  that  every  student  should  make  an  unbiased  inventory 
of  his  achievements  and  shortcomings  during  the  preceding 
eight  or  nine  months.  He  should  make  a  candid  account  to  him- 
self of  the  use  and  abuse  he  has  made  of  the  advantages  proffered 
him  during  the  term.  Granting  that  the  prospects  of  a  pleasant 
vacation  invariably  obscess  the  student  to  such  a  degree  that  he 
is  incapable  of  any  deep  mental  concentration  at  this  time,  never- 
theless a  consideration  of  the  year's  work  should  be  made,  how- 
ever brief.  A  triumph  in  examinations  is  as  a  rule  indicative 
of  good  scholarship  and  is  a  source  of  no  little  gratification  to 
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the  student.  But  even  with  such  attendant  success  a  personal 
consideration  should  be  made  to  decide  whether  the  success  at- 
tained was  rightly  and  deservedly  merited.  Chance  may  have 
brought  success  in  one  examination  where  it  might  have  effected 
a,  complete  failure  in  another.  Hence  the  wise  should  take  heed 
and  determine  to  their  own  satisfaction  how  much  they  have 
gained  from  the  year's  time  and  exertion. 


College  life  has  just  revived  from  the  stag- 
AT  IT  AGAIN,     gering  blow  dealt  to  it  by  the  war.     College 

activities  were  retarded  to  such  an  extent  that 
they  have  just  begun  to  hit  their  stride  again.  Not  to  speak  of 
the  loss  of  the  many  young  men,  who  gave  their  lives  for  their 
country,  who  have  parted  forever  with  their  almae  matres,  and 
who,  especially,  are  irrevocably  lost  to  the  many  societies  and 
clubs  in  colleges  and  universities,  in  which  they  took  a  prominent 
part,  the  war  took  a  heavy  toll  in  college  spirit.  Student  activ- 
ities have  had  to  make  an  entirely  new  start,  recruiting  their 
numbers  from  inexperienced  men  and  drawing  on  green  ma- 
terial,working  without  the  help  of  those  experienced  hands  who 
had  molded  the  spirit  in  their  institutions.  But  the  era  of  in- 
activity and  stagnation  is  now  safely  passed,  with  college  activ- 
ities on  their  feet  once  more. 

The  end  of  the  school  year  at  Creighton  marks  the  resusci- 
tation of  all  the  former  student  activities  in  all  their  pristine 
vigor.  The  football  team  made  an  enviable  record,  which  will 
be  a  great  asset  to  the  team  of  next  year  in  arranging  their 
schedule  and  in  attracting  good  material  for  their  team.  The 
basketball  team  was  no  less  successful.  Its  fame  was  carried 
far  and  wide.  In  their  invasion  of  the  East  the  name  of  Creigh- 
ton was  firmly  stamped  upon  the  pages  of  sport  history.  Fra- 
ternities report  a  successful  season  with  the  resumption  of  their 
activities.  The  literary,  debating  and  oratorical  societies  en- 
gineered several  contests  with  success.  The  University  of  Colo- 
rado debating  team  was  brought  to  Creighton  and  tendered  such 
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a  royal  reception  that  the  members  invited  our  team  of  next 
year  to  meet  them  on  their  own  ground.  Creighton  again  car- 
ried off  the  honors  in  the  State  Oratorical  Contest  and  won  a 
high  place  in  the  State  Extemporaneous  Speaking  Contest.  Dra- 
matic activities  were  resumed  with  a  highly  successful  play, 
staged  by  the  members  of  the  Creighton  State  Club.  In  musical 
activities,  the  band  and  the  orchestra  close  an  eventful  career 
for  this  year.  The  success  of  the  University  Glee  Club  was  par- 
ticularly phenomenal. 

We  can,  therefore,  write  at  the  bottom  of  this  page  of  the 
history  of  the  University  in  large,  round  letters,  "Success." 
And  rest  assured  that  from  every  standpoint  our  student  ac- 
tivities have  been  eminently  successful. 
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OUR   DIARY 

8:45.  We  were  playing  with  the  office  cat  when  a  heavy  step 
sounded  outside  the  door.  The  cat  arched  its  back,  and  uttered  a 
low  growl.  We  would  have  disappeared  if  possible,  for  in  there 
marched  a  stately  giant,  James  the  Great  pounced  on  us  like  a  mad 
animal.  ''Another  story  about  me  like  that  and  I'll  pull  the  walls  down 
over  your  ears. ' '  He  dealt  a  thunderous  blow  on  the  desk  and  passed 
out,  foaming  at  the  mouth  and  snorting. 

9:25.  One  of  our  most  esteemed  associates  whispered  across  the 
philosophy  room:  "Don't  mention  me  by  the  name  of  Joke  again, 
d'ya  hear?" 

10 :05.  A  young  officer  spoke  at  some  length  and  very  satirically 
about  "the  nerve  and  brass  of  some  people,  not  mentioning  anyone, 
but  nodding  significantly  and  addressing  his  remarks  in  our  direction.' ** 
His  "hair  lip"  is  gone. 

11:00.  "Quatre  vigt  million  tonneres  sapristi  corpo  di  Baccho 
sacre  bleu  sac  de  papier."  This  is  beyond  our  ken  but  from  the  tone 
of  voice,  the  speaker  was  disturbed  about  something. 

1:30.  Was  called  out  of  class  and  addressed  thusly:  "Just  an- 
other  mention  of  baldness  and  your  name  is  mud. ' ' 

3 :00.  Heard  someone  remark  cuttingly  as  we  swung  out  of  Chem- 
istry Lab :  "Say,  if  you're  hard  up  this  month  you  might  drop  in  and 
take  a  look  at  the  new  pet  pigs." 


DE  SCRIPTORIBUS  INSANIS 

We  made  a  discovery  at  last.  Someone  of  more  or  less  repute  said 
that  he  who  talks  to  himself  is  on  the  certain  road  to  insanity.  We 
have  the  authority  of  one  of  our  esteemed  professors  that  the  chief 
editor  of  this  august  publication  is  guilty  of  this  idiosyncrasy.  We 
means  his  nibs,  the  cub  driver ;  not  any  of  these  subsidiary  scribes,  that 
humbly  carry  copy  to  his  majesty  of  the  shell  rimmed  spectacles,  who 
sits  fortified  by  piles  and  piles  of  manuscript  and  a  ponderous  pipe. 
Always  he  goes  about  mumbling,  with  eyes  on  the  ground,  gesticu- 
lating vehemently  and  withal  apparently  trying  to  convince  himself 
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of  something.  We  can  attest  to  the  fact  that  editors  have  their  trials 
and  tribulations  in  a  business  way,  but  this  rarely  results  in  a  de- 
rangement of  the  mental  faculties.  Anyhow  this  particular  editor  has 
another  source  of  momentous  concern  of  an  amorosial  nature,  which 
constantly  weighs  upon  him.  As  the  good  professor  says,  the  signs 
are  unmistakable,  and  his  extensive  monologues  are  causing  apprehen- 
sion among  his  friends  and  associates.  Still  if  our  dear  boss  has  not 
been  "Maymed"  for  life,  he  may  come  out  all  right.  We  tender 
sympathies. 

—THE  STAFF. 


A  DENTAL  DISSERTATION 

Tell  us  not  in  mournful  numbers 
Life  is  but  one  long  sad  scene, 

And  the  man  is  dead  who  labors 

Daylight  through  for  just  one  bean. 

Lives  of  "Rockey"  and  of  "Morgan" 
Both  remind  us  we  are  hicks 

If  we  try  to  make  a  living 

With  our  shovels  and  our  picks. 

Rather  go  we  to  the  city 

To  the  busy  marts  of  trade, 

And  proclaim  ourselves  as  dentists 
Till  our  fortune  has  been  made. 

Matters  not  if  we've  a  billion, 

We  will  keep  on  getting  more; 

Not  a  bit  of  mercy  show  them, 

What  care  we  if  they  are  poor ! 

What  care  we  if  baby's  dying 

Just  for  milk  and  good  fresh  air, 

If  the  extra  gouge  we  give  them 
Classes  us  a  millionaire ! 

No  you  bet  we  '11  have  no  mercy, 

Though  they  rave  and  rail  and  cuss, 

Old  man  Kidd  and  all  his  pirates, 
Never  had  a  thing  on  us. 
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And  you  bet  he  never  will  have ; 

When  it  comes  to  squeezing  tight, 
Why  we'd  even  be  so  low  down 

As  to  swipe  the  widow's  mite, 

If  we  thought  that  in  so  doing 

We  could  add  another  tier 
To  the  millions  we  have  hoarded 

'Ere  we  go  unto  our  bier.  —J.  BYRNES 


SHORT  AND  SWEET 

The  Glee  Club  gamboled  out  to  Greeley  and  staged  a  concert  rare 
the  other  day.  Among  the  tenors  who  contribute  to  the  voluptuous 
swell  of  harmony  and  jazz  is  the  diminutive,  the  debonair,  the 
recherche  and  the  par  excellence  " Shorty"  Kilbride.  A  bevy  of 
beauties  looked  as  pretty  as  possible  for  the  benefit  of  the  members 
and  several  of  the  aforesaid  coterie  of  warblers  tried  to  emulate  them 
but  they  were  rank  failures.  Except  the  hero  that  Kil-led  them  all  with 
his  looks.  "Is  that  your  mascot?"  "Why,  the  sweet  boy!"  "Let  us 
take  care  of  your  son,  Mr.  Cox, ' '  they  entreated.  While  they  gurgled 
over  him,  the  rest  of  the  members  stood  around  and  chewed  the 
furniture  in  envy  of  his  cute  ways.  But  that  wasn't  all.  There  was 
a  dance  after  the  loud  pow-wow  and  the  young  ladies  were  finally  ac- 
quainted with  the  fact  that  "Shorty"  was  not  the  son  of  anybody  save 
his  father  in  Minnesota,  and  that  he  was  quite  an  eligible  young  man — 
Ahem,  ahem !  And  forthwith  the  prettiest  girl  on  the  floor  monopolized 
him,  or  rather  he  won  her,  and  in  spite  of  our  pleas  for  dances, 
"Shorty"  alone  tripped  about  the  floor  with  her  the  whole  evening. 
That  was  too  much.  The  members  went  to  their  hotel  and  beat  the 
life  out  of  their  pillows  in  anger,  while  some  wept  and  wept.  The 
little  cuss  was  the  only  one  who  enjoyed  that  trip.  If  "Shorty"  takes 
a  trip  with  the  bunch  next  year,  he  '11  have  to  dress  "  up "  in  a  pair  of 
stilts  or  he'll  stay  home,  you  bet. 

(Can  I  have  you  now  or  must  I  hesitate? — Ed.) 


FRENCH   POME 

Quelle  femme  !   Quelle  domage  ! 

Elle  n'  a  pas  une  massage: 

Donnez  moi  un  peu  fromage : 

Run  the  Ford  into  the  gagage ! 

This  should  be  threw  into  the  can  de  garbage. 

(Sorry  we  couldn't  follow  your  advice,  Ralph). 
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A  hitherto  unheard  of  thing  was  perpetrated  at  the  close  of  the 
current  school  year,  when  faculty,  students,  parents,  relatives  (in- 
cluding cousins)  stepped  out  to  the  well-known  center  of  amusement. 
To  judge  from  the  way  the  boys  utilized  the  various  instruments  of 
torture,  it  seems  thev  had  met  before. 

t 


Strange  things  are  done 
In  the  land  of  the  midnight  sun, 
But  what  can  compare 
With  the  Krug  Park  affair? 


GREATNESS 

Some  are  born  great,  some  acquire  greatness,  some  have  it  thrust 
upon  them,  and  others — well  are  just  shot  full  of  it.  We  place  our 
friend,  the  hero  of  the  battle  of  Park  Avenue,  in  this  last  category. 
Following  the  episode  he  lay  for  eight  weeks  in  state,  with  a  beautiful 
nurse  to  attend  his  every  wish,  while  we  were  plowing  our  way 
through  philosophy,  mathematics,  sciences  and  other  sundry  studies. 
He  is  now  back,  and  the  center  of  an  admiring  and  sympathetic  group 
of  friends.  Every  day  he  comes  'to  school  in  a  private  taxi,  while 
we  beat  the  pavement  with  burning  soles  (or  souls),  and  perspire 
voluminously.  There  is  always  a  flock  of  sweet  young  things  pitying 
him,  and  saying  all  manner  of  admirable  things  about  his  noble  bearing, 
and  iron  will.  At  the  Glee  Club  concert  he  blossomed  forth  for  his 
initial  appearance  in  the  role  of  Beau  Brummel,  and  made  a  wonderful 
selection  to  be  sure.  We,  who  are  all  together,  must  look  on  with 
green-eyed  envy  and  pray  for  our  battle  to  come  soon,  so  that  we 
may  too  make  a  meteoric  rise  to  fame. 

(Our  jealous  contributors  again. — Ed.) 


DENTAL  COLLEGE  BLUES 

Prologue 

FRESHMAN  DENT— 

Oh  come,  ye  Muse,  and  stay  with  me  for  just  a  little  while 
And  help  me  write  some  poetry  in  real  John  Milton  style. 
An  assignment  I've  been  given,  a  real  poetic  task: — 
Pray  help  me  with  the  rythym  and  the  rime — that 's  all  I  ask. 

MUSE— 

Your  call  I  just  received,  kind  sir,  and  now  at  your  request 
I  have  come  from  Mount  Olympus  to  help  you  do  your  best. 
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Here  are  elegies  and  sonnets  and  songs  and  odes  galore ; 
So  take  your  pick,  you're  welcome  to  any  of  the  four. 
FRESHMAN  DENT— 

From  this  wonderful  selection  this  short  one  I  will  choose, 

I  think  my  friends  would  like  to  hear  the  "Dental  College  Blues." 

The  theme  is  treated  in  a  style  that  sounds  quite  up-to-date. 

I  think  that  I  can  get  this  by  as  coming  from  my  pate : 

Old  fellow,  I  say,  let  me  see  that  brass  plate. 

What  a  beauty  except  for  this  hole ; 
Your  three  sizes  of  clasps  are  hardly  on  straight, 

But  have  patience  and  you  '11  reach  your  goal. 
What 's  the  matter  now,  buddy,  why  all  this  choler  ? 

Your  temper  is  usually  sweeter. 
Oh  yes,  this  explains  it,  you've  cut  down  your  molar 

Too  small  by  a  whole  millimeter. 
Just  listen  to  how  that  young  freshman  does  cuss, 

He  could  well  be  a  sailor's  adviser: 
He  says  his  full  upper  and  lower's  a  muss 

On  account  of  a  poor  vulcanizer. 
And  now  there  rings  out  a  most  agonized  yell, 

There  must  have  been  some  disaster. 
But  when  we  arrive  there  is  nothing  to  tell 

Except  "someone  got  hit  by  some  plaster." 
But  why  above  all  on  this  sunshiny  day 

Are  their  souls  o  'erclouded  with  gloom  ? 
They  say  they  simply  can't  study  in  May 

And  be  all  day  penned  up  in  a  room. 
So  thus  goes  the  life  of  a  poor  freshman  dent 

Think  twice  ere  you  covet  his  shoes : 
For  you  surely  will  learn  if  you  follow  his  bent 


These  same  "Dental  College  Blues." 


H.  BOND. 
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We  wish  to  beg  the  indulgence  of  the  readers  of  our  column  while 
we  quote  some  of  the  reviews  that  have  been  given  THE  CHRONICLE 
during  the  year  by  our  contemporaries  in  the  field  of  college  journalism. 
Those  whose  privilege  it  is  to  sit  in  the  exchange  editor's  chair  seem 
to  us  better  qualified  than  any  other  class  to  give  a  just  estimate  of 
a  college  magazine.  They  know  what  the  average  college  magazine  is, 
and  they  know  what  the  better  class  of  college  magazines  is.  They  are 
not  lax  with  adverse  criticism  when  such  is  needed,  and  they  are  ready 
to  take  their  hats  off  to  ability  wherever  and  whenever  met.  We  are 
glad  that  we  have  been  able  to  draw  some  praise  and  some  blame  from 
them ;  all  has  been  an  encouragement  and  an  incentive  to  us.  Certainly 
the  many  reviews  we  have  been  favored  with  from  every  part  of  the 
country  have  helped  us,  and  we  hope  that  next  year  with  the  continued 
help  of  our  contemporaries  we  shall  begin  to  be  able  to  merit  some  of 
the  things  that  have  already  been  said  about  us.  We  wish  to  thank  all 
the  exchange  editors  that  have  reviewed  us,  and  we  only  hope  that  what 
we  have  said  in  praise  or  blame  of  others  has  been  as  helpful  as  what 
has  been  said  of  us. 

"The  Redwood"  of  Santa  Clara  University,  California,  speaks  of 
the  December  issue : 

"After  what  seemed  interminable  time  we  are  again  accorded  the 
opportunity  of  exchanging  with  our  friend  from  Nebraska.  And  what 
a  change !  If  memory  still  functions  within  us,  it  was  our  unpleasant 
duty  to  criticize  your  monthly  about  a  year  ago ;  and  some  unpalatable 
remarks  were  registered.  Yet  they  were  offered  as  honest  and  helpful 
observations  in  an  effort  to  form  a  truly  representative  college  mag- 
azine. Our  surprise  and  pleasure,  therefore,  may  be  imagined  when  the 
December  and,  later,  the  February  issues  of  the  CHRONICLE  made 
their  appearance  at  our  sanctum  with  an  astonishing  absence  of  the 
stately  legal,  medical,  or  religious  disquisitions,  and  in  their  place  real 
refreshing  short  stories,  college  verses,  and  essays. 

"May  we  not  record  such  a  pleasing  innovation  as  one  of  the 
blessings  of  the  war?  Among  the  verses  'Only  a  Star'  almost  suc- 
ceeded in  tempting  us  to  quote  it  at  large,  while   'Sic  Transit '  is 
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something  more  than  an  ordinary  thought ;  but  in  '  In  Memory '  there 
is  an  effort,  prevalent  in  other  college  monthlies,  to  plagiarize  the 
popular  war  ode.  In  the  realm  of  short  stories  'The  Angel  in  the 
Case'  unfolds  a  remarkably  beautiful  sentiment  that  like  a  golden 
thread  of  a  mother's  love,  glistens  through  the  pages  in  a  noteworthy 
character  portrayal.  In  reading  "The  Return  of  Harry  Roe"  we 
were  involuntarily  reminded  of  a  similar  story  by  0.  Henry.  Perhaps 
it  is  a  case  of  'all  great  minds  running  along  the  same  channel.  ■ 

"Aside,  however,  it  is  indeed  with  genuine  interest  that  we  re- 
mark the  success  of  the  CHRONICLE  in  college  literary  circles,  and 
we  feel  certain  that  its  standards  will  never  be  lowered." 

Of  our  January  issue  "The  Lorettine"  of  St.  Louis,  says:         . 

"In  the  January  number  of  the  CHRONICLE  we  find  a  well 
balanced  college  journal.  We  must  confess,  however,  that  we  have 
not  always  looked  upon  the  CHRONICLE  as  such.  The  magazine 
was  formerly  almost  high-brow  in  tone.  You  will  pardon  us  for 
mentioning  this  when  we  tell  you  that  it  is  more  than  a  pleasure  to 
read  the  CHRONICLE  now  that  we  do  not  look  upon  it  as  a  sort  of 
'Atlantic  Monthly.'  'Videmus  Stellam'  and  'A  Memory'  are  both 
charming  bits  of  verse,  the  sweet  solemnity  of  the  former  being  espe- 
cially impressive.  The  two  short  stories,  'King'  and  'With  Gloved 
Hands'  are  well  worthy  of  commendation.  We  read  them  through 
without  feeling  bored  once,  and  that  is  saying  a  great  deal,  for  the 
reading  of  the  short  stories  in  college  publications  is  usually  the  most 
bitter  task  that  falls  to  the  lot  of  the  exchange  editor.  The  article  on 
David  Copperfield  is  more  than  merely  well  written,  it  shows  a  keen 
analysis  of  one  of  the  most  lovable  of  Dickens'  characters.  What 
caught  our  particular  fancy  was  the  editorial  'Bad  English.'  It 
should  certainly  set  our  collegians  to  thinking  and  to  make  up  their 
minds  that  if  they  are  guilty  of  this  unforgivable  habit,  they  will 
rectify  it  at  once." 

t 
For  February  the   "St.   Vincent  College    Journal"    of    Beatty, 
Pennsylvania,  says : 

"The  February  issue  of  the  CREIGHTON  CHRONICLE,  of  Creigh- 
ton  University,  Omaha,  presents  a  very  neat  and  attractive  appearance. 
Though  not  a  voluminous  magazine,  our  new  exchange  certainly  does 
not  lack  substantiality.  'Founder's  Day,'  the  initial  contribution, 
may  not  have  been  penned  for  delivery,  but  it  impresses  us  as  being 
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a  very  creditable  piece  of  oratorical  composition.  '  "Speeding  up" 
Life'  is  the  most  enjoyable  and  interesting  essay  that  we  have  read  for 
some  time.  In  a  style,  at  times  humorous,  at  times  satirical,  the 
author  ably  characterizes  these  "giddy-paced"  times  as  the  age  of 
concentration,  rush,  and  thrills.  For  instruction  we  commend  the 
essay  on  'Greek  Education.'  We  take  the  liberty  of  quoting  the  final 
paragraph  to  give  an  idea  of  the  scope  of  the  essay:  'We  find,  then, 
that  Greek  education,  both  practical  and  theoretical,  was  the  most 
advanced  of  ancient  times.  It  was  cultural  and  aimed  at  the  har- 
monious development  of  all  the  faculties  of  the  individual.  It  was  the 
weakest  as  regards  moral  training  but  transformed  and  elevated  by 
Christian  principles  it  served  as  the  basis  of  the  wonderful  educational 
system  of  the  Middle  Ages.'  'The  Angel  in  the  Case'  is  the  single 
short  story  of  the  issue.  Though  not  without  its  faults,  the  story 
likewise  has  its  good  points.  What  we  missed  in  it  was  unity  of  im- 
pression and  effect.  The  power  of  a  mother's  love  is  strikingly  brought 
out.  The  poetic  contributions  are  marked  by  no  attempts  to  soar  among 
the  clouds  of  fancy.  We  enjoyed  in  particular  'Sic  Transit.'  'Eng- 
lish Again'  is  a  very  sensible  editorial.  Although  it  is  a  plea  for  slang 
expressions,  it  justly  and  ruthlessly  excludes  those  that  are  in  direct 
violation  of  the  canons  of  grammar.  All  the  departments  of  the 
CREIGHTON  CHRONICLE  are  well  edited.  'Creightoniantics'  did 
excellent  service  by  way  of  light  reading." 

"The  Prospector"  of  Helena,  Montana,  speaking  of  our  March 
issue,  says : 

"Among  the  more  progressive  College  and  University  journals 
which  appeared  is  the  March  number  of  the  CREIGHTON  CHRON- 
ICLE. In  its  new  dress  it  shows  a  remarkable  improvement  over  the 
appearance  of  former  issues.  The  difficulty  of  a  comparatively  small 
amount  of  literary  material  is  delightfully  surmounted  by  the  quality 
of  the  work  shown.  The  one  piece  of  fiction,  'Merely  a  Thrill,'  is  a 
remarkable  story,  one  that  is  different.  Some  critics,  however,  might 
question  that  the  'thrill'  secured  would  help  an  establishment  to 
secure  more  trade.  The  'thrill'  deals  with  a  woman  singing  'Die 
Wacht  Am  Rhein,'  during  an  interval  of  darkness,  in  a  French 
restaurant,  shortly  after  the  war  began.  Of  the  verse,  'Vil 
lanelle'  is  by  far  the  best,  though  some  lines  seem  rather  abrupt. 
Yet,  the  writer  shows  a  number  of  the  qualities  of  the  genuine  poet,  the 
most  noteworthy  of  which  is  the  onomatopoetic  quality  displayed  par- 
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ticularly  in  the  second  verse  of  each  stanza.  The  essay  'The  Novelist's 
Best  Years'  is  better  than  the  average  College  essay  in  form  and  style. 
The  title  is  a  trifle  misleading,  as  the  subject  matter  treated  includes 
the  shorter  form  of  fiction,  the  short  story.  The  conclusion  of  the 
article  is  logical,  for  the  author  says,  'Many  of  our  representative 
fiction  writers  produce  their  first  really  great  work  when  fairly  mature 
in  years.'  Scarcely  enough  examples  were  given,  however,  in  the 
body  of  the  article  to  make  the  statement  a  general  one.  Not  the  least 
pleasing  feature  of  the  CHRONICLE  is  the  Exchange  Department, 
of  which  the  introduction  gives  the  policy  of  the  editor,  who  admirably 
carries  out  his  ideas  in  the  paragraphs  that  follow.  The  Athletic. 
Department  is  well  written  with  a  just  pride  in  Creighton's  record." 
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The  Thirtieth  Annual  Com- 
mencement was  held  on  Saturday 
morning,  June  5,  in  the  University 
Gymnasium.  The  academic  pro- 
cession was  formed  in  front  of  the 
Arts  Building,  whence  the  long 
line  of  160  professors  and  gradu- 
ates proceeded  around  the  North 
Campus  and  down  the  lane  to  the 
Gym. 

Rev.  John  F.  McCormick,  Presi- 
dent of  the  University,  presided. 
The  address  to  the  graduates  was 
delivered  by  Honorable  Martin  J. 


Wade  of  Iowa  City,  United  States 
District  Judge.  He  brought  home 
to  the  young  men  and  women  the 
need  of  realizing  their  responsi- 
bilities as  individuals,  and  insisted 
that  their  faith  as  educated  Chris- 
tians and  Americans  in  God  and 
country  was  most  imperative  to- 
day. 

Among  the  distinguished  guests 
of  honor  were  Archishop  Harty  of 
Omaha,  and  Judge  Morrissey  of 
the  Nebraska  Supreme  Court. 

The  program  follows : 


ACADEMIC    PROCESSION 
Southern  Melodies University  Glee  Club 

(a)  "My   Lady   Chlo" 

(b)  "Dinah" 

(c)  "Dixie" 

Introductory  President  John  F.  McCormick,  S.  J. 

CONFERRING  OF  DEGREES 
Presentation  of  Graduates: 

College  of  Liberal  Arts Dean  Robert  M.  Kelley,  S.  J. 

College  of  Medicine Dean  Herman  von  W.  Schulte,  A.  B.,  M.  D. 

College  of  Law Dean  Louis  J.  TePoel,  A.  B.,  LL.  B. 

College  of  Dentistry Dean  A.  Hugh  Hippie,  D.  D.  S.,  M.  D.  S. 

College  of  Pharmacy Dean  Howard  C.  Newton,   Ph.  G. 

Training  School  for  Nurses Dean  Herman  von  W.  Schulte,  A.  B.,  M.  D. 

ADMINISTERING  OF  OATH  TO  LAW  GRADUATES 
CHIEF  JUSTICE   ANDREW  M.   MORRISSEY 

ADDRESS 

HONORABLE    MARTIN   J.    WADE,    LL.    B. 

United  States  District  Judge 

Finale    University  Band 
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Degrees  were  conferred  on  109  graduates  as  follows: 


COLLEGE   OF  ARTS 

DOCTOR  OF  SCIENCE  IN  MEDICINE 

Eben  J.  Carey,  M.  S. 

BACHELOR   OF  ARTS 


William  James  Adams 
Elmer  Otho   Bergman 
George  Bernard  Boland 
Joseph  Arlington  Feiler 
Harold   Michael  Kelley 


Harold  Carrig  Linahan 
Clifford  James   Long 
•Joseph   Hannon   McGroarty 
Edward  Emmet  O'Neil 


BACHELOR   OF   PHILOSOPHY 


William   James   Gartland 


Charles  Vincent  Kearney 


BACHELOR  OF  SCIENCE  IN  MEDICINE 


Percy  Peter  Bell 
Raymond  James  Brennan 
Elias   George  Camel 
John   Godfrey  Chaloupka 
Henry  Aloysius  Collins 
Richard  Kenneth   Collins 
J.  Milton  Cook 
Paul  Victor  Duffy 
Earl  Thomas  Ganger 


John   Francis   Gardiner 
Leo   James    Hombach 
Bernard  Vincent  Kenney 
Paul    Edward    Kubitschek 
William  Owen   McDermott 
William   Thomas    Ranee 
George  Raymond  Reith 
Kenneth    Roper 
William   Howard   Schmitz 


COLLEGE  OF  MEDICINE 
DOCTOR    OF    MEDICINE 


Frederick  Armstrong 
Norman   Harry   Atwood 
Raymond  Patrick  Carrol 
George  Francis  Corrigan 
Tobias    English 
Earl    Thomas    Ganger 
John  Conrad  Giever 
Austin   Joseph   Hebenstreit 
Thomas    Leo   Houlton 
Carrol  Jensen 
Jacob  Lande 
John  Edward  Mannion 


John   Edward   Mulholland 

Eugene    McCabe 

William  Owen  McDermott 

John    Patrick   McDonough 

Patrick   Henry    McGowan 

Edward   Emmet   McMahon 

Albert  Pfeffer 

William  Thomas  Ranee 

[sadore   Rips 

Dean  Tipton 

Frank  James  Tobin 


COLLEGE  OF  LAW 
BACHELOR    OF    LAW 


John   Vernon   Anderson 
Eugene  Martin   Clennon 
Edward   Michael    Dillon 
James   Thomas   English 
Joseph   Jerome   Fraser 
J.    Edward  Haley 
Roscoe  Arthur  Hill 
John  R.  Klaseus 


Edward  Hugo  McCaffrey 
Edward  Kerr  McDermott 
James   Francis    McDermott 
Raymond  Gerald  Moonan 
William  Patrick   Mullen 
Penrose  Edwin   Romig 
Victor  Ernest   Spittler 
Daniel   Timothy   Sullivan 


COLLEGE  OF  DENTISTRY 
DOCTOR  OF  DENTAL  SURGERY 
James  Paul  Connolly  Edward  Joseph   Cogan 


Michael    Joseph    Healy 


COLLEGE  OF  PHARMACY 
PHARMACEUTICAL    CHEMIST 
Curt  Oscar  Benson  Leo  Fred  Weber 


Orville   Joseph    Esher 
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Cut  Flowers  Designs 

LEE  L.  LARMON 

ffontenelle  3flori$t 

1814  Douglas  Street  ::  Telephone  Douglas  8244 

Corsages  for  Dances  Floral  Decorating 


"Townsend's 
For  Sporting  Goods" 

1514  Farnam  Street 


Reliable 
Dental  Supplies 
for  Students 

as  specified  by  the  Creighton 
Dental  College,  may  be  ob- 
tained from 

Billings  Dental  Supply  Co. 

555  Brandeis  Building 

OMAHA.  NEB. 


New  England 

BakeryMunch 

C  W.ORTMAN 

FOR  YOUR  LUNCHES 

CONVENIENT  TO  THE 
MEDICAL  AND  PHARMACY 

212  North  16th  Street 

Phone  Douglas  5791 


Let  Us  Supply  You  with  Your  Meats 

RBTA1L"       J$Lm     NABGELB       Wholesale 

Quality  Meats 

As  Near  as  your  Telephone.  1817  Leavenworth  Street 

We  supply  the  University  with  all  their  Meats.  PHONE  DOUG.  5275 


T~^     *  *i  Presenting  the 

JK.13.ltO  Highest-Class 

Open  11  to  11  Daily,  with  Change  of  AJl  .    •  O  *         u_ 

Program  Sunday,  Tuesday  and  Friday  lTj.V-JLlvJJ.1       JL     IV^ttilV^O 
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GRADUATE  IN  PHARMACY 


Milada  Rose  Bobisud 
Clyde  Raymond   Blythe 
Berenice  Burford 
Henry  Jak   Burt 
Ryle  Waldemar  Danielson 
Rudolph  John  Henry  Frahm 
Max   Raymond    Herrington 
Ches   Brock    Larsen 
Francis   Edward    Maher 


Arthur   John   Morphy 
George  Joseph  Nesladek 
Enoch    Reed   Oakley 
John  Weesel  Ortman 
Richard    George    Ruzicka 
Henry  Ross 

William    Bertrand   Wilson 
Pine  Wagner 


COLLEGE  OF  MEDICINE 

CREIGHTON   MEMORIAL    ST.    JOSEPH'S    HOSPITA] 
TRAINING   SCHOOL   FOR   NURSES 


GRADUATE   NURSE 


Charlotte  Louise  Bricknell 
Bertha   E.    Brunk 
Matilda  A.   Dannecker 
Mary  E.    Dugdale 
Gertrude    C.    Eckerman 
Anna    Flannigan 
Mary   Ann    Foley 
Edith  M.  Gishpert 
Sarah  S.  Jerger 


Alecia    Lawler 
Deborah    R.    Liebee 
Ann  M.  Marek 
Alice   E.    McCreary 
Grace  V.  O'Malley 
Grace    Marie    Ricketts 
Florence  E.  Schuler 
Eleanor   S.  Wenninghoff 
Mabel  Dee  Wright 


ARTS 

The  annual  debate  of  the 
Creighton  Oratorical  Association 
was  held  at  the  University  Audi- 
torium on  the  night  of  May  18. 
The  question  under  discussion 
was:  Resolved,  that  the  Eigh- 
teenth Amendment  should  be 
amended  so  as  to  permit  the  manu- 
facture and  sale  of  light  wines  and 
beer.  The  affirmative  side  of  the 
argument  was  defended  by  Messrs. 
Ralph  Svoboda,  William  Klemm 
and  Fred  White,  while  the  negat- 
ive debaters  were  Vincent  0 'Flah- 
erty, Gerald  FitzGibbon  and  Ray- 
mond Oberle.  The  debate  was  de- 
cided in  favor  of  the  negative  by 
the  judges  of  the  evening.  Ralph 
Svoboda  was  chosen  as  the  best 
speaker   and  Vincent   0 'Flaherty 


was  awTarded  second  honor 


Th; 


of  Professor  Bakewell,  the  director 
of  the  Oratorical  Association. 


debate  was  a  success  in  every  re- 
spect and  is  a  credit  to  the  efforts 


On  the  evening  of  May  14  the 
annual  elocution  contests  of  the 
Arts  College  and  Fourth  High 
took  place.  The  selections  were 
all  exceptionally  well  given  and 
the  speakers  deserve  much  praise 
for  their  efforts.  In  the  college 
division  first  place  was  awarded 
to  Clifford  Long,  second  place  to 
Joseph  McGroarty  and  third  place 
to  Ralph  Svoboda,  Mr.  Long,  how- 
ever was  ineligible  to  receive  the 
medal  awarded  as  first  prize  by 
reason  of  his  having  won  the  con- 
test in  a  former  year.  Hence  Mr. 
McGroarty  was  declared  to  be  the 
first  prize  winner.  In  the  Fourth 
High  division  first  honors  were 
awarded  to  Thomas  Russell,  and 
second  place  was  won  by  Thomas 
Rowland. 
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Hey!  FelloWS!  Ever  eat  at  the 

Douglas  Cafe? 


It's  the  best  place  in  town. 


1816  Douglas  Street  -  Near  Law  and  Dental. 


Class  Banquet  Menus 

ei     Engraved  Name  Cards 

Dance  Programs 

THE 

N. 

.  C. 

716   Sou 

LEARY 

th   15th  Street 
OMAHA 

CO. 

Eel  Med  Coffee 

STEEL  CUT  AND  SIFTED 
NO  DUST  "    NO  CHAFF 

W.  L.  Masterman 
&  Co. 

"The  Coffee  Men" 

18th  Street  and  St.  Mary's  Avenue 
OMAHA,  NEB. 


For  Service  and 
Good  Shoe  Repairing 

Try... 

H.  LAZARUS 

2420%  Cuming  St. 

Formerly  at  2019  Cuming  St. 

In  charge  of  all 
University  Work. 


G.    F.    EPENETER 
CORNICE  WORKS 


MANUFACTURER  OF 


Galvanized  Iron  Cornices,  Door  and  Window  Caps 

Galvanized  Iron  Sky  Lights,  Copper  and  Brass  Signs,  Tin,  Iron  and  Siate  Roofing, 

Sheet  Metal  Work  of  Every  Description. 
2709-11-13  Cuming  Street  OMAHA,  NEBRASKA 


O'Neil  Real  Estate  &  Insurance  Agency 

Real  Estate,  Rentals,  Loans  and  Insurance 

632-34-36  Brandeis  Theatre  Bldg.  OMAHA,  NEBRASKA 
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The  Creighton  University  Glee 
Club  gave  its  annual  concert  at 
the  Auditorium  on  May  20  before 
a  large  audience.  The  singers  ac- 
quitted themselves  remarkably 
well.  Much  credit  for  the  success 
of  the  club  is  due  to  Professor  Cox 
who  has  devoted  his  untiring  ef- 
forts to  that  end.  The  Glee  Club 
also  gave  a  concert  at  Greeley, 
Nebraska,  where  they  were  very 
well  received. 


On  the  evening  of  June  4  students 
of  the  University  enjoyed  an  out- 
ing at  Krug  Park.  The  affair  was 
well  attended  and  all  reported  a 
good  time   enjoyed. 

KAYMOND  OBERLE. 


MEDICINE 

The  annual  session  of  the  Med- 
ical College  Alumni  Association 
was  held  June  2,  3  and  4.  Over 
200  members  attended  the  very 
interesting  and  serviceable  pro- 
gram offered.  One  of  the  splendid 
results  of  the  session  was  the 
alumni  pledge  of  a  permanent 
fund  of  $3,000  annually  to  be  used 
for  the  extension  of  the  Medical 
College  library.  Dr.  Langdon  of 
the  College  of  Medicine  Faculty 
was  elected  President  of  the  As- 
sociation for  the  coming  year.  The 
entire  program  for  the  three  days' 
session  follows: 

Wednesday,  June  2nd,  1920 
At  St.  Joseph's  Hospital 
9:00  to  9:30 
Dr.  B.  M.  Riley,  Aortic  Aneurism. 


9:30  to  10:00 
Dr.  P.  J.   Schleier,  Fracture  Cervical 
Vertebrae. 

10:00  to  10:30      ♦ 
Dr.  R.  Rix,  Gynaecological  Case. 

10:30  to  11:00 
Dr.     Karl     Connell,     Nephrolithrasis, 
Parenchymatous  Goitre, 
Exophthalmic  Goitre. 

11:00  to  11:30 
Dr.  A.  Sachs,  Presentation  of  Case. 

12:30 
Noonday  Luncheon,  Hotel  Fontenelle. 
Address   by   Rev.   J.   F.    McCormick, 
"University,"    President,    Creighton 
University. 
Ball   Game,   3   p.   m.,   Omaha  vs.   Des 
Moines. 

7:30— Hotel  Fontenelle 
Address — Syphilitic  and  Para-Syphi- 
litic Lesions  of  the  Skeletal  Sys- 
tem, Dr.  D.  B.  Phemister,  Assistant 
Prof,  of  Surgery,  Rush  Medical  Col- 
lege, Chicago. 

Thursday,  June  3rd 

At  St.  Joseph's  Hospital 

9:00  to  9.:30 

Dr.  A.  D.  Dunn,  Epidemic  Encephalitis. 

9:30  to  10:00 
Dr.  Claude  Uren,  Cavernous  Sinusitis. 

10:00  to  10:30 
Dr.  Newell  Jones,  Mongolianism,  Early 
T.  B.  in  Children. 

10:30  to  11:00 
Dr.  E.  Kelley,  Presentation  of  Neurol- 
igical  Case. 

11:00  to  11:30 
Dr.     James     Kelly,     Presentation     of 
Roentgenoligical  Cases. 
12:30 
Noonday  Luncheon,  Hotel  Fontenelle 
Address     by     Dr.     Herman     Von     W. 
Schulte,   The    School     Dean,     John 
Creighton  Medical  College. 
Automobile  Ride,  2:30  p.  m. 
Swim  in  Pool  at  Creighton  Gymnasium. 
7:30  p.  m. 
Banquet,  Hotel  Fontenelle 
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Address,  "Some  Fundamental  Aspects 
of  Hospital  Standardization,"    Rev. 
Chas.  B.  Moulinier,  S.  J.,  President 
Catholic   Hospital   Ass'n. 
Friday,  June  4th. 
At  St.  Joseph's  Hospital 
Operative  Clinic, 
9:00  to  9:30 
Dr.  Chas.  McMartin,  Uretera  Catheter- 
ization. 

9:30  to  10:00 
Dr.  T.  J.  Dwyer,  Operative  Clinic,  Pre- 
sentation of  Cases. 

10:00  to  10:30 

Dr.    L.    A.    Dermody,    Bone    Peg    of 

Fracture  of  Lower  End  of  Tibia. 

10:30  to  11:30 

Dr.  A.  F.   Tyler,   Injection  of  Gas  in 

Peritoneal    Cavity    for    Diagnostic 

Purposes. 

12:30 
Noonday  Luncheon,  Hotel  Fontenelle. 
Business  Meeting  of  the  Alumni  and 

Election  of  Officers. 
Address  by  Dr.  A.  F.  Tyler,  President 

of  Alumni  Association. 
Orpheum    Theatre    Party    2:10 

Ball  Game,  Omaha  vs.  Des  Moines. 
8:00 
Meeting  at  Hotel  Fontenelle. 
Address,    Dr.    H.    S.    Plummer,  Mayo 
Clinic,  Function  of  Thyroid  Gland. 


Kodaks,  Photographic  Supplies 

Amateur  Finishing — One  Day  Service 

THE  ROBERT  DEMPSTER  CO. 

1813  Farnam  St.        308  So.  15th  St. 


The  prize  of  $50  offered  by  Dean 
Schulte   for  the   best   essay   on   a 
medieal  subject  was  won  by  Al- 
bert Pfeffer    of    the  Graduating 
Class. 


The  first  Graduating  Class  of 
nurses  of  the  St.  Joseph 's  Hospital 
Training  School  for  Nurses  was 
graduated  at  the  Annual  Com- 
mencement. The  class  numbered 
eighteen. 


Several  members  of  the  Medical 
Faculty  will  spend  the  summer  at 
Wood's  Hole.  Massachusetts,  in 
biological  research  work. 


Dr.  E.  H.  Smith  of  the  class  of 
'14,  who  is  practising  in  Columbia, 
South  America,  was  a  visitor  to 
the  College  the  first  few  days  of 
June 


Dr.  Fred  J.  Schwertley,  '16,  has 
been  in  Chicago  since  the  first  days 
of  March,  taking  special  work  in 


Freytag's  Drug  Store 

25th  and  California  Sts. 

The  nearest  to  the  Students- 
Comes  nearest  to  filling  their  wants. 

Prescription  Druggist 

Toilet  Goods 

Tobacco,  Fine  Candies 

School  Supplies 
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surgery  and  surgical  pathology. 
The  doctor  reports  excellent  op- 
portunity for  study,  as  the  clinical 
material  is  abundant.  He  expects 
to  visit  the  Mayo  Hospital  to  con- 
tinue his  work  before  he  returns 
to  Omaha. 


Dr.  Adolph  Sachs,  Professor  of 
Medicine  at  the  College  of  Medi- 
cine, recently  purchased  the  li- 
brary of  Dr.  H.  L.  Akin,  and  pre- 
sented it  as  a  gift  to  the  College. 


Dr.  Edward  E.  McMahon  has 
recentty  been  appointed  to  an  in- 
ternship at  St.  Joseph's  Hospital. 
Dr.  McMahon  is  of  this  year's 
Graduating  Class. 


PHARMACY 

On  Wednesday,  June  2  at  11 
A.  M.,  the  first  copy  of  the  first 
volume  of  the  "Review,"  the  an- 
nual of  the  College  of  Pharmacy, 
was  offered  for  sale  at  auction. 
Thomas  W.  Evans  of  the  Junior 
Class  was  auctioneer  and  under 
his  supervision  the  bidding  from 
both  students  and  faculty  was 
spirited.  Finally  after  fully  a 
half  hour  of  enthusiastic  action, 
the  first  copy  of  the  "Review" 
was  sold  for  the  sum  of  Sixty  Dol- 
lars, to  Phi  Chapter  of  Phi  Delta 
Chi  Fraternity.  The  copy  has  been 
bound  in  leather  and  will  occupy 
a  prominent  place  on  the  library 
table  in  the  reception  hall  of  the 


Eclectic  and  Cumulative  Curricula  of  Musicianship 

BY  HENRY  COX 

'The  most  compresensive  measurements  of  musical  progress, 
accomplishment  and  achievement  ever  suggested;  measure- 
ments beyond  criticism." 

"The  fairest  plan  for  the  standardization  of  musical  education, 
and  for  the  granting  of  full  credits,  by  schools  and  colleges, 
yet  presented  in  any  language." 

THE  GENERAL  CURRICULUM  IS  NOW  READY. 
THE  VIOLIN  CURRICULUM  IS  NOW  READY. 
THE  PIANO  CURRICULUM  WILL  SOON  BE  READY. 
THE  VOICE  CURRICULUM  WILL  SOON  BE  READY. 
CURRICULUM   IN   OTHER  APPLIED   MUSIC    SUB- 
JECTS ARE  NOW  BEING  PREPARED. 
Adopted  by  the  N.  M.  T.  A.,  as  the  Standard. 
The  Henry  Cox  Eclectic  and  Cumulative  Curriculum, — each 
pamphlet, — will  save  from  five  to  ten  times  its  cost,  each  year, 
in  the  teacher's  and  student's  time.     Copies  are  to  be  obtained 
from  teachers  or  from  the  publisher. 

ONE  DOLLAR,  EACH  CURRICULUM,  POST  PAID. 

There  Is  No  Discount. 

HENRY  COX  MUSIC  LIBRARY,  3320  Dewey  Ave.,  Omaha,  Neb. 
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COMPLIMENTS  OF 


Ernie  Holmes 


Billiard  Parlors 


SECURITIES  BLDG.      16TH  &  FARNAM 


MEET  ME 

FACE  TO  FACE 

AT  MY 

HEADY  HAT  STORE 

CHARLES  E.  BLACK 

SUCCESSOR  TO 

PEASE  -  BLACK    CO. 

1417  FARNAM 


Stationery  That  Satisfies 

FOUNTAIN    PENS— DRAWING    MATERIALS 
LOOSE  LEAF  BOOKS,  ALL  SIZES 

OMAHA  STATIONERY  CO. 

307-309  SOUTH  17TH  STREET  DOUGLAS  805 


Merchants  National  Bank 

OF  OMAHA 

Capital $1,000,000  OO 

Surplus  and  undivided  Profits     823  444.26 


OFFICERS 


r*UTHER  DRAKE,  President  F.  P.  HAMILTON,  Vice-President 

B.  H.  MIELE,  Vice  President  O.  T.  EASTxMAN,  Vice-Presieent 

S.  S.  KENT,  Cashier  H.  D.  BENTLEY,  Assistant  Cashier 

B.  B.  WOOD,  Assistant  Cashier  J.  P.  LEE,  Assistant  Cashier 

C.  M.  FIXA,  Auditor 


TRAVELING  BAGS 
PORTFOLIOS  :  BRIEF  CASES 

NEW  DEPARTMENT    -»     POPULAR  PRICES 

Omaha  Printing  Co. 

13th  and  Farnam 
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Chapter's    new    fraternity'  house 
on  West  Farnam  street. 


DENTAL 


On  Thursday  evening,  June  3, 
the  Beta  Nu  Chapter  of  Kappa 
Psi  held  the  Farewell  Banquet  of 
the  season  at  the  Hotel  Fontenelle. 
About  fifty  of  the  active  members 
and  alumni  of  the  chapter  were 
present.  Professor  V.  J.  Fitz- 
Simon  was  toastmaster. 


Arnold  A.  Luschen,  Ph.  G.  '17, 
premier  pitcher  of  the  St.  Joe 
Western  League  Baseball  Team, 
was  a  recent  visitor  at  the  college. 
He  celebrated  his  visit  to  Omaha 
by  inviting  many  of  the  students 
and  faculty  out  to  the  ball  grounds 
to  witness  his  skill  on  the  mound 
when  he  defeated  the  local  team 
in  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  latter 
had  its  so-called  invincible  pitcher 
opposing  Luschen. 


The  Woodbury  Study  Club  of 
the  Dental  College  held  its  semi- 
annual session  June  7  and  8.  The 
meeting  was  very  well  attended 
and  proved  unusually  interesting. 


The  Nebraska  State  Board  of 
Dental  Examiners  held  practical 
examinations  at  the  Dental  Col- 
lege June  8  and  9. 


Dr.  Bernard  J.  Dugan,  Dent- 
istry '17,  called  at  the  College  of 
Dentistry  on  his  honeymoon, 
bringing  with  him  his  charming 
wife,  formerly  Miss  Alice  Keller. 
They  were  married  May  11,  in  the 
Ascension  Church  of  Minneapolis. 
The  doctor  is  located  in  that  city 
and  enjoying  a  good  practice. 
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Baby  Bears? 

No! 

Chicago  Nationals? 

No! 

The  Freshies? 

No! 

Creighton  University  Book 
Store? 

Right  You  Are! 

A  few  days  remain,  and  the  stock  is  running  low. 
Everything  in  the  line  of  a  Creighton  reminder. 

DO  IT  NOW! 
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